PETER : She's coming In a minute.

[And there is ike VISITOR again, dressed in poor
SARAH MOONLIGHT'S pink frock, and looking just
as beautiful, with MINNIE in attendance. With her
finger to her mouth, she motions the others not to tell
the old gentleman that she has come back. Then., as
they watch her in silence, she moves quietly to the
piano and) seating herself, plays a few slow,
scarcely audible chords. MR. MOONLIGHT listens
while in a sweet voice the VISITOR sings to him an
old song of Mendelssohn's :

Oh, for the wings, for the wings of a dove,
Far away, far away would I i

As she sings, MR. MOONLIGHT, beaming, risess
crosses to her chair, and sits upon the edge of it, just
as he sat beside MRS. MOONLIGHT fifty years ago.
The song is finished, the last chords die away, and
the VISITOR, like MRS. MOONLIGHT Jifty years ago>
strikes the first raucous notes of " Tommy, Make Room
for your Uncle " ; but, unlike MRS. MOONLIGHT,
she cannot go on. Her eyes brim up, she chokes a little,
she presses her handkerchief to her nose. Her other
hand old TOM MOONLIGHT is holding tight, tight.

TOM (at length ; almost in a whisper) : I'm a very
lucky   man,   Mrs.   Moonlight.   (The   VISITOR
cannot yet trust herself to speak, but she nods her
assent.) And a very, very happy man, eh ?
THE VISITOR (smiling) : Yes, darling.
TOM : And you're a very happy woman, Mrs.
Moonlight.

THE VISITOR : Very happy, Tom. I think I've
never been so happy in my life as I am now,
TOM : But think of the luck of it! There are
millions of women in England ; why should it
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